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mired and wanted was squirrel, and squirrel is a whole lot
cheaper.
I just don't get the point of his silly vanity. I cut our sons* hair,
and I used to cut Max's hair, too, but he turns pale whenever I
mention the fact in public. Some of our worst arguments have oc-
curred over my barbering skill. Max doesn't like me to excel in such
mundane things. Nobody will ever convince me it is smart pre-
tending to be rich when you are not.
Max is an intellectual snob, but, despite his book learning, many
of his ideas aren't too hot. He prides himself on the fact that he is a
freethinker; he has borrowed some of his notions on sex from Ber-
trand Russell and theoretically he believes in polygamy. Yet he is
shocked by my interest in sex. He regards me as too forward in both
speech and behavior. He used to hurt my feelings by criticizing the
ardor of my response to his love-maldng. We gave up love-making
long ago. In his heart Max thinks there are good women and bad
women—and I guess he can't decide which category to put me in.
In many ways he is an old-fashioned man. He can't afford to hire
five servants to wait on me, as he would like. Lacking servants, he
attempted to turn me into a built-in cookstove, pressing machine,
and laundromat. He wants to wear two clean shirts a day and knife-
creased trousers and eat three-course meals by candlelight—with
no children in evidence. The end of the road came for us six months
ago when I arrived home from my job one afternoon and found our
three boys sitting forlornly on the doorstep. Their father had locked
them out of the house—my house—so he could read a book in
quiet. It was then I told Max to find living accommodations some-
where else.
We quarreled for two months before he finally took me at my
word and went But he is still a steady visitor in my house. When
he stopped by last night, he and I at once became involved in one
of our whing-ding disputes. Ordinarily Max is quiet-voiced—I'm the
noisy one in the family—but he is a master of the taunting, sarcastic
remark. He let fly with words to the effect I was a stupid, unculti-
vated peasant who should be grateful to him for rescuing me from

